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REPORTER: Now look at me. Pleasant* now. This isn't a
funeral He's just won a prize in the Irish Sweep. Smile.
That's right. Hold it. Thank you.

[They pat on frozen smiles and when be sajs thank you
return to their natural state.   BRADLEY wipes the
soap off bis face and gets out of the chair.   Miss
GRANGE gathers up her stool and her box of utensils,
Miss GRANGE: Will it be in the paper tomorrow?
REPORTER: It should be.
Miss GRANGE: I shall be excited,

SHEPPEY: It'll be in the papers to-night, won't it? I mean
about the draw, the names and all that?

REPORTER: Yes. Haven't you seen a paper yet? I've got
one on me. For the address, you know.

SHEPPEY: Mind letting me Jave a squint? You know, I've
never seen my name in print before. Fact is, I can't
quite believe it's all true till I see it in black and
white.

REPORTER: [Taking the newspaper out of his pocket} Here you
are. Front page.

[SHEPPEY takes the paper and looks at it.

SHEPPEY: That's right. Eight thousand five hundred pounds,
Isle of Sheppey. That's rny synonym. Joseph Miller.
The Rosary, Moore Street, Camberwell, S.E. 17. Well,
well, well, who'd 'ave thought it. [Without thinking he
takes, off his wig and discloses a very bald head. Hs medi-
tatively scratches //.]

REPORTER: [Taken aback,] Is that a wig you're wearing?

SHEPPEY: [Coming down to earth.} Me? Yes. I *ave to in
working hours. Customers are that funny. If you try
and sell them a 'air tonic and you're bald like I am,
they say it don't seem to 'ave done you much good.

REPORTER: It gave me quite a turn to see you take it off all
of a sudden*